She leaned back languidly against the headboard of the too-small bed, looking entirely 
out of place in both appearance and demeanor in the seedy motel room. Thin stained carpet 
covered the floor. The windows were obscured by curtains of an awful green that hadn't been 
produced on purpose since 1978. A small gray tube television sat on a flimsy dresser, the 
corners of the veneer cracked and peeling. There was one end table with a cheap lamp, a 
bottle half-full of amber liquid, and a motel phone that had once been white but had long since 
yellowed with age and smoke. 

The center of the room was undoubtedly the regal figure on the bed. She seemed to 
suck in what little light there was. The whole of the room seemed to curve around her, her 
presence warping perception like a fisheye lens. The smoke of her cigarette curled around 
her thick blunt muzzle and clung to her face as it rose, traveling along the smooth surface of 
her cow-like horns in sinuous curlicues. Those horns crowned a jaguar's head, her torso 
sleek and elegant with its thick pelt of eerily roaming rosettes, the two pairs of arms in her 
unnaturally jointed shoulders jarring against the movie star perfection of her curves. One set 
stretched lazily along the top of the headboard, the lower set holding her cigarette and a glass 
of bourbon. Her lower half was that of a cow: thick powerful legs, ending in dark black 
hooves. On her lower belly sat a full proud udder. Her eyes shone fire. 

The room was dim and the light had seemed sallow when they first entered, but its 
character had changed with the activities of the evening. Everything seemed more... 
saturated after corruption. Colors seemed deeper. The light was suffused with something 
that resembled darkness--a halo all the damned possessed. It pooled in the corners and 
clung to the figures in the room like art nouveau. 

The woman on the bed narrowed her eyes, grinning as she watched the boy standing 
in the room. Despite her majesty, he was looking only at himself. The thin but muscled tiger 
boy stared in rapt fascination at the fur on his own arm. At his temples the buds of ram's 
horns gleamed through his dark orange fur. His eye sockets seemed to look in on a field of 
stars. If one stared too closely at the black stripes adorning his body with the right eyes they 
could see that what looked like black fur was a similar void, seething slowly with something 
smoky and unddined. The woman examined him in turn as well. The changes he'd 
undergone didn't interest her as much as his motivation, and maybe her own. He'd come to 
her willingly for the corruption; possibly the only woman he'd ever been with. She wondered 
why she'd said yes. Finally, her voice startled him from his examination. 

“You'll change more.” She took another drag and exhaled, “As the corruption spreads; 
as you give in to it.” He looked up with wide appreciative eyes. 

“More? This is amazing...” She nodded, indicating her own body with a flourish of her 
lower arms. 

“| didn't look like this when | was first changed.” 

“What was it like for you?” His earnest tone was endearing. It wouldn't last, but she 
couldn't resist responding to it. It made her eager, hungry. Every part of her yearned to set 
her hooks into that tone and twist it to her purpose. Innocence had power over her. 

“It was a boy. Maybe as old as you. Along time ago. Strong. He got his power straight 
from the source...” 








The jaguar squinted at her reflection in the mirror before reaching into her bra to lift her 
breast and pull inward, first on the left side, then the right, giving herself a bit more cleavage . 
The dress was tight, short with a deep neckline in front, royal blue and expensive. It made 
her look younger, calling attention to her hips and breasts. She wanted to look as young as 
possible, even a bit vulnerable. She did her makeup twice, adding subtle emphasis with liner 
to make her eyes seem bigger. Innocent. This evening had been years and a small fortune 
in the making and she wasn't about to screw it up. She closed her eyes momentarily and 
opened her purse, and placed two items inside of it in their own compartment : a small vial of 
GHB, and a snub nose revolver. Insurance. 

Gabriela Izalco was not accustomed to entering into a high stakes situation without at 
least a backup. She'd been born into money, but her renown came from her ruthlessness in 
business. Her “modest” trust fund had compounded year after year despite downturns in the 


market. She seemed driven, utterly in control. Entirely personable and charismatic, despite 
her professed introversion, she could turn on her closest partners if her bottom line demanded 
it. She was driven, utterly in control at all times, vicious, and perfectly suited to the world she 
inhabited. Acquaintances might have told you she was burning inside. Finally, at 35, she'd 
have the chance to sate those flames. The goal she'd been searching for since she was a girl 
was within her grasp. 

Rumors of corrupted ones had floated through underground scenes for decades. As 
long as she'd been looking she'd heard contradictory stories. Anyone else would have written 
them off as lies. She knew better. She'd seen it with her own eyes, tasted it on her lips. She'd 
never forget. Four private investigators had told her the search was futile. The fifth had come 
to her. He had a lead on a few rumors about a boy--not a fifth generation meth head with a 
few glamours, but the real thing. First generation. The PI just needed funding. She gave him 
a company card, a condo in the city, a driver, and a body guard. He had come through. 

It turned out the boy, a red fox, was a fairly accomplished magician, and those circles 
were small enough that the stories echoing through them were close to the sourceThe 
meeting had cost her though. He was to meet a merchant of oddities soon, presumably to 
purchase some rare item or another for a ritual. Luckily the merchant in question had poor 
luck; something magicians must find more irksome than most, she mused with a feline grin to 
her own reflection. He must have owed some dangerous people, to think that selling out a 
corrupted magician was preferable to having them collect. The meeting had cost her; the 
sum was large, but manageable, and to her mind cheap considering the payoff. 

She opened her muzzle, checking fangs and glossing black lips, then furrowed her 
brow and applied a pencil to one of the spots on her forehead that had a bit of gray. She 
painted each of the claws on her hands a shade just on the sanguine side of candy apple. 
She found the activities calming, and they kept her breathing in check though her heart 
pounded in her ears. Checking her phone for the time, she brushed her legfur, slid on a pair 
of strappy wedges, put on a plain bracelet and took a final deep breath before leaving the 
hotel room for the club. 








He'd been nursing a beer at the bar for three quarters of an hour with no word from his 
contact. He checked his watch again and grimaced, his irritation palpable as he finished his 
second drink and ordered a third from the bartender. Standing around in public with so much 
cash on him still made him nervous despite the protective and alarm sigils encircling his arms 
and scrawled across his chest, unseen beneath his shirt. Restlessly he put a hand on the 
pocket that contained the thick envelope. He didn’t like being in clubs much anymore, either. 

As the bartender returned with his beer, a woman slid up beside him at the bar and 
ordered a gin and tonic. He blinked once. The jaguar was very close to him, and her neckline 
was impossible to ignore. He thought she knew it too. She leaned on the bar, the fur of her 
arm touching his, putting on a show for him and the bartender as she brushed a stray lock of 
hair from her eyes artfully. In her heels she was nearly his match in height. She tilted her 
head, smiling and looking him over as she caught him staring. He didn't react, though his 
eyes rose slowly from the plunge in her neckline to her eyes. 

She coughed and shifted her posture, feigning some embarrassment, but her arm was 
still touching his. The club was fairly dark, and very loud. She was forced to lean in close to 
ae ear to be heard above the pounding music, blue light from behind the bar illuminating their 
aces. 

“Are you here with someone?” He could feel her breath on his neckfur and he shivered 
involuntarily. He shook his head, staring at his beer. She leaned in again to respond but they 
were interrupted by the bartender bringing her gin and tonic. He had become used to the 
interest of women drawn to his aura, but she was out of his league. What was she even 
doing here? He took another sip of his beer, and she slid a hand onto his thigh, blood red 
claws visible. He paused a moment, glancing over to look her up and down again, then 
drained his beer and put it down on the bar. 

“I'm not sure I'm the man you're looking for,” he said, looking her straight in the face. 
She glanced down, ears flushed with embarrassment, and brushed her hair away from her 
muzzle again. 


“I'm...sorry. There's just something about you. You look like a man with power... | like 
that.” She'd done her homework. The boy’s face melted into a cocky grin, and he looked at 
his palms in feigned nonchalance. The jaguar smiled coyly and pulled his arm around her 
waist to rest on her hip, pressing the warmth of her plush body against his side. The fox 
chuckled and let himself be manipulated, giving in to her playfulness. “You have no idea, 


Gabriela blinked big earnest blue eyes at him, hanging on his words, but bit down on 
her irritation when their mutual acquaintance picked that moment to appear. The boy 
excused himself apologetically and withdrew a short distance, their muttered conversation 
inconsequential to the jaguar coiled against the bar. Gabriela waited calmly through the 
explanation, only a few words drifting to her through the pounding bass of the club—“alley,” 
“garbage bag.” Nothing that mattered to her. Let him have his rituals and his arcane 
trappings; he had the true power, and she was close enough to smell it. 

When the man was gone she leaned in and nuzzled the fox’s neck, purring, “Buy me 
another drink?” with that sultry feline tone. He obliged her, hand sliding from her hip to her 
ass as he signaled the bartender, and she swayed in response, brushing her tail against his 
forearm. Before the bartender could return with the drink she had turned, pressing her 
breasts against him, nearly straddling his thigh. “On second thought, can we go somewhere 
else?” Got him. His breath caught in his throat and he shifted against the tightness in his 
jeans. He nodded. 








They barely made it through the door to his hotel room before his tongue was pushing 
its way into her muzzle. Her frantic paws seized the lapels of his coat, pulling him toward the 
bed as they kissed. As her calves touched the mattress she turned, pushing him onto his 
back on the bed and straddling him in one smooth motion. Her fingers worked at the buttons 
of his shirt, pulling it open to expose the sigil work across his chest. She licked her lips, that 
mask of i innocence fracturing as her blood pounded. Close now. “I thought | could smell 
power on you... 

The boy jerked and clutched at his shirt. Paws like iron clamped on her waist as he 
lifted her off of him easily and bolted to his feet, panting. He eyed the door for a moment, 
then looked back at the woman on the bed. Her hair fell over her eyes as she stared at him, 
dress hiked over her hips, legs bare, lace panties visible. She looked hurt; vulnerable. That 
look brought out his aggression for one moment and she saw it, saw the flare in his eyes and 
the tightness of his lips, and she seized it. 

“l--won't say anything... What are you?” She stood slowly, reaching out a hand to him 
as she crossed the floor as though towards a frightened animal. He didn't move. When she 
reached him she took his hand in her own and opened his shirt again, tracing the intricate 
symbols with the tip of a claw, then looked up into his eyes. Still he was frozen in place, 
breathing great shuddering breaths as though waging some great internal war with himself. 

Without her heels she seemed so much less formidable, less confident. He took deep 
breaths as he returned her gaze, fighting to keep control as he stared down into blue eyes 
and white cleavage. He let her touch him, let her pull the shirt from his shoulders leaving him 
half naked, then trace the symbols on his arms. When she could feel his breathing slow a bit 
she undid his belt, sliding to her knees. 

His cock had pushed half way out of his sheath before she could unzip his pants, and 
she took it into her hot mouth eagerly. She looked up at him with big eyes through an errant 
lock of blonde hair and he shuddered at the rush of sensation. She worked slowly with lips 
and tongue, eyes always watching him. He began running fingers through her thick hair, but 
as she continued those fingers became fists and his panting guttural grunts. Gabriela 
suppressed a grin, her mask of innocence firmly in place—she would not fuck this up now. 
As he began to thrust imperceptibly with his hips she pulled away and sat back on her 
haunches, tail curling coyly, and pleaded in a breathy tone, “Show me.” 

He snarled in frustration, shooting her such a glare that for a moment she was sure she 
could feel it on her skin like acid. Then the fox grinned toothily. “Is that really what you 
want?” The room seemed to spin around him and she very nearly lost her nerve and bolted. 


She felt sick, her body leaden as she nodded. It seemed like all the oxygen had been pulled 
from the room. She was light headed. Everything felt unreal. 

The sigils scrawled on his body caught fire. Her eyes unfocused, and everything went 
black like a camera flash in reverse. When they refocused she could see him. Horns 
protruded from his head, and his ears were those of a goat. From the thigh down, both his 
legs were covered in coarse dark fur down to black cloven hooves. Where the goat legs met 
orange thighs, fiery circular sigils spun lazily in the air. Gabriela found herself frozen now, 
leaning back on her hands, mouth agape, trying to breathe air that tasted like ash. 

He sucked the light from the room into his eyes. Terror held her fast as his demeanor 
changed with his body. He stood straight and tall, no longer the young slouching 
inexperienced boy he'd been in the bar, but timeless. Before she could take all of this in he 
was on her, growling in her ear, a hand at her throat. 

“I'll give you what you want then...” Firm hands slammed her back onto the floor and 
she didn't fight him. Suddenly, she realized, she was no longer the one in control of the 
situation. Her fur bristled and she shuddered, blood rushing to her face and pussy in a 
dizzying surge. Focus! The jaguar inhaled deeply and mastered her gibbering brain. His fur 
smelled like burning leaves. She leaned back, and ran a single crimson thumb-claw down her 
front, freeing herself from that expensive dress. 

He wasn't gentle, and his mouth felt like a furnace as he bit down on her breast. She 
gasped and tried to squirm away but his hands were like steel. She moaned, head thrown 
back as the length of his cock pressed against her sopping folds; no one had ever taken 
control of her in this way. Her heart beat double-time as she arched her back to press her 
body against his, desperate to have him inside her. “Please” she whimpered, and she meant 
it for the first time in her life, though she had no idea what she was pleading for. He obliged 
her, and when he finally pushed his thick cock into her the pleasure of it was near agony. She 
raked her claws down his back, wrapped her legs around his hard body, left gouges in the 
floor, and couldn't tell if she was forcing herself against him or trying to escape. Waves of 
overwhelming feeling rolled through her over and over and she couldn’t say when she started 
Cumming or when she stopped. She never wanted the experience to end, but it was almost 
too much to bear. She could do nothing but sob. 

He simply used her. It felt like forever that he drove into her. Each thrust stopped time 
and sent shocks through her entire body; no, her entire being was her cunt. When she felt as 
though she was beginning to try to escape her own mind to end the torrent of pleasure and 
intensity, his assault began to flag. She gasped for air, and found his eyes. The light was 
fading from them, and his vulpine face was calm. “Please! Cum in me! Please!” 

The fox's tongue lolled from his muzzle. She could tell he was close now from the 
ragged rhythm of his strokes, but he shook his head coolly and began to withdraw. “I won't.” 

This time, the light of rage shone in Gabriela’s eyes. She reached up digging claws 
into his upper back, legs wrapped tightly around his hips, and snarled, forcing herself onto his 
knot. The onslaught was too much and before he could shove her off of him he came in 
shuddering bursts. 








Dark stars like black holes burst in her vision, swimming across her eyes. Her arms 
went limp as he groaned out his pleasure and regret, demon seed spilling into her womb. In 
that moment, everything changed. Muscles tensed and knotted and burned, her lungs drew 
in air and exhaled smoke, every inch of her twisted and squirmed in revulsion away from the 
intruding essence. It felt glorious. Every ounce of pain turned itself to pure pleasure in her 
mind. Her toes splayed, claws extended in a torturous spasm and began to grow and fuse, 
never to retract again. Her paw pads thickened and fused to this hard growing expanse until 
her feet were hooves. Rock hard protrusions pushed their way from her former ankle. Her 
beautiful tawny plush fur exploded into a fringe of dirty tan at her fetlocks, surrounding her 
new cow hooves. 

The color, the lushness drained from her fur as the thin tan pelt crawled up her legs, 
chasing the a ring of curling black smoke that dripped upwards in unnatural strands. Her 
slender curves swelled with un-feline bulk from her broad hooves, up her new fetlocks to her 
thighs which thickened generously with fat and heavy muscle. As the changes reached her 


midsection they slowed, and the fur of her lower belly began to thin. Protrusions began to 
form there, soft flesh distended behind them. Her new udder swelled, enormous between her 
thighs and cramped against his body. 

The fox sat back on his heels, panting, and watched her flesh flow and ripple. He 
sneered at her, his eyes smoldering as they pinned her like an insect. She tried to scrabble 
backward, new hooves comically failing to find any purchase, though she managed to free 
that impossibly large udder from between them. 

The darkness continued up her body and as it touched them, her spots began to flow 
and shift, each rosette coming alive on her fur. Above her udder she maintained her j jaguar 
shape, though she shrieked at the intensity of sensation as her shoulders cracked and split, 
allowing for a second set of thick jaguar arms to spring forth. Her once heavy but modest 
breasts swelled to match her wide hips and thighs and the fullness of her new udder. As the 
smoke crested her muzzle, her eyes, flowed up over her ears, the final changes became 
apparent. Her blue eyes caught fire. Smooth cow's horns pushed their way from her scalp to 
sit proudly upon her head, pointed forward like the ends of a laurel crown. 

When the changes ceased, she lay on her back as he knelt between her legs, staring 
at the ceiling, and she laughed. She could feel him there, his anger and his regret pulsating 
from him. It was delicious. She pulled in deep breaths of fresh air to push the soot from her 
lungs, but it never seemed to be enough. She closed her burning eyes for a moment and 
smiled. She was aware of him standing, aware of his anger subsiding, but not much. She had 
what she wanted from him, and so he was no longer a concern. Opening her eyes again, she 
saw him standing over her. His face was blank, and he spoke quietly, “Kneel.” 

Her stomach twisted and dropped. Her heart ached. She hadn't been kneeling, hadn't 
known he'd wanted her to kneel, but how could she not have? Every bit of her hurt knowing 
she hadn't anticipated this desire, and yearned to correct it. Her body moved calmly, though 
she was a mass of panic. Through this burst of incomprehensible emotion came the terrifying 
realization. She found herself staring up at him in perfect obedience kneeling on cow's legs, 
two pairs of jaguar forepaws held demurely over her heavy udder as the words drifted through 
her consciousness. 

“| belong to him.” 


